The'Tugedy of Othello 

Cafi Fore G od thi s is a more exquifi te Tong then the other 
lag. Will you hear’t agen? 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnworchy of his place , that doestW 
things : well, God’s aboue all , and there bee foulcs that njuft h ? 
faued. Dtt 

fag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf For mine own parr,no offence to the Generall.nor anv m, 
of quality, 1 hope to be faued. 
lag. And fodoe 1 Leiutenane. 

Caf. I, but by your leatje, not before me; the Leiutenant is to he 
faued before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, let’s to ouraf, 
faires : God fergiue vs our fins .• Gentlemen, let s looke to our buli. 
neffc; Doe not thinke Gentlemen 1 am drunke, this is my Ancient" 
this is nay right hand, and this is my left hand : I am not drunke nov* 
I can ftand wcllenough,and fpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf . V cry well then :you mull not thinke, that I am drunke. Ex, 
Mon. To t'neplotforme maifters, Come, let’s fet the watch. 
fag. You fee this fellow that is gouc before. 

He is a Sduldierfit to ftand by Caftr, 

And giucdirc&ion: anddoc but fee his vice, 

Tis to his vertue,a iuft equinox. 

The one as long as th’othcr : tis pitty of him, 

I fearc die truft Othello put him in, 

On fome oddc time of his infirmity, 

Willfhake this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

lag. Tis euermore the Prologue to his fteepe : 

Hee’le watch the horolodgc a double fer. 

If drinke rocke not his cradle. 

Mm i. Twere well the Generali weteputinmindcofis, 

Perhaps he fees it nor,or his good nature, 1 
Praifes the vcrtucs that appeases in Cafsio, 

And Iookc not on his eui .'lstia not this true ? 

lag. How now Rodcrtgo, £»/«rRodcrigo, 

J pray you after the Leiutenant, goe. Exit Red. 

Moo. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 

fhould 
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acc,as his ownc fecond, 
infirmity : 

, twrc fiy foeoAeMoore. 

1 Iaf Nor I, for this faire Ifland : 
doelouc Capo well,and would doe much, Helpefelpty within * 

Xo cute him of this cuill : but harke, what noyfe. 

Enter Cafoo^rwing in Roderigo. 

Caf. Zouns.you rogue,you rafcalL 

what’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf A knaue, teach mce my duty : but I’le beate theknaue int» 

a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beate me? 

Caf Docft thou prate rogue? 

j \/ 0 Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf Let me goe fir,or ile knocke you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke? thejfght. 

Iao. Away I fay, goe out and cry a niuteny. A hell rungt 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill Gentlemen, 

Helpc ho, Leiutenant : Sir Montaniofvc 3 
Helpe maiftcrsjhcre’s a goodly watch indeed. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho. 

The Towne will rife, godfwill Lciutenant,hold, 

YouwiUbefham’d foceuer. 

Enter Othello )( ««d Gentlemen with weapons. 

Oth, What is the matter here ? 

Men. Zoims,I bleed ftill,I am hurt,to the death: 

Oth. Hold, for yc>'jr liucs. 

lag. Hold, hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio , Gentlemen, 

Haue youjforgot all place of fence,and duty : 

Hold, the Generali fpeakes to you; hold,hold, for fhame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Tttrkes , and to our felues doe that. 

Which Hcauen has forbid the Ottmites : 

F For 


Should hazard fuch a pi 

5, it boncof>nuigt«fti 
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